When
Henry Miller died last June 7, his obituary was given front-page coverage in newspapers nationwide. Generally, they emphasized his bohemian lifestyle in Paris and Big Sur, and particularly the censorship troubles and eventual vindication of his early books. In short, they addressed those things which most made Miller famous (or, given the tone of some, notorious). Only a few noted that he was the last survivor among the generation of Modernists, whose works have embodied the break with the past and the creation of new forms so necessary to contemporary literature and so characteristic of this century of change. I believe that, along with Lawrence, Joyce, Pound, and Williams, Miller ranks foremost among the Modernists who have given direction to this spirit of innovation, which intends, above all else, to bring writing as close as possible to human experience and perception, directly as they occur. All these men have broadened our sense of the nature and potential usefulness of the written art.
Miller has received only a small fragment of the critical attention which has accumulated increasingly around each of the other four. Often he is regarded as a rather brillant and untutored anomaly, a wild-growing weed that unexpectedly flowered in the fertile ground of the time. 
